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The yirtae of the Dones helng not of M,
Temple's kind—pioty and charity

ber regard anybody with

1heir and manper being

them. Indeed, at

ghorified trados people. -
“Smristic dread of a too swesping asertion, she
would add: womotimes, denrs—eax-
sometimes.” *“You know, girls," she
one day, in her gny style, “it is a pro-
werh that thers Is nothing like leather; T don't
Svink there bs.” Whichshe delivered with ane
of ler Frenchifled faces of dislike, which al-

. Iacking his father's native sensn

energy, bad inherited & doubls
portion of bis homeliness, made quite intoler-
abie by & brasy assurance and o disregard of

people’s feolings, which indend amount-
sl to an anxiety to inflict pain wherever he
s~omld. Atschoolhe hud been hated for a

4

well put togethor, and everybody's favorite,
outy that Done, who always disliked & boy in
to his school populerity or his edu-

never lost an opportunity

mp, fell very awkwandly,

of laughter which fol-

ran forward mod made

smoothing the gronnd after

weighty Done.  Exas-

pernded by hix fall, Done dashed forward and
gawe little Brent such a box on the ear as
snt him spluning round, until be fell heavily
%o the ground.  Brent sprang up, all knit into
mompactness with rage, and trisd to give
Done a blow on the face, which be scornfully
* wearded off, and told the littls lad ot to be so
impadent again. But Brent, bristling and
emwmping with passion, declared he would
Bmew a fight for it; which Done at first re-
Bused, for all the boys erind out at the idea.
Bt as the little fellow would not be appensed,
Dons, having sqtisfled hix honor by one re-
fwaml, and always lking to Inflict pain, ac-
mepbad the challenge, aod the two strippad to
their shirts and went at it For soveral
woumds little Brent was knocked all over the
; and they all felt for the game littlo

but were sorry to see bhim so punished,
madespecially in & hopeless fight. For my
dady veaders will ohserve that one of the
wvowning achievements in the noble art
A& %o imprint your fish on your opponent's
slaen. Now if your arms are only two

‘mewrfly hammering your countensnee into

your rettyn blows iy fall only on the
Cmnoffending nir, Thix was just whad hap-
pened now; and poor lttle t was hav-
img & very dispiriting tme of it. Some of
e boys, however, noticed that he went
Sown wonderfally ensy; and others, who
Sosew that the rector's groom was one of the
Bat pair of fists in the county, began to
fluimke that perhagw  the little fellow had
g:upm of the tactics from Bobby
“ W' and was trying & walting game,
Menethought so, too; and being o large mealy
Doy, with rather uncertain wind, be re-
-solwed #o bring the thing to sm end, and gave
“Bwant one snvage blow, which produced very
dllsngrosablo results on the poor little man's
moms.  Brent was not knocked out of i, how-
ewerr, a4 Dono hoped; but the very opposite.
He wras strung togetber with fury; but even
in his rage he did not forget the instruc-
fians of his master, Bobby “Miller.” He
wasliod at Done; and, while the other in his
magnificence wa guarding himself carelessly,
Bitths Breat “got in,* and Degan to return on
Dome’s face all the blows be bald recelvad,
grincipal and interest, How those littls fists
fow and hanmered! How Dope retreated
aver the ground, wildly trying to get his
sdwervary outside rnge again, while still
Bitdls Beent dimblbod away with astounding
eapldity and vigor! The fact was the little
fox was quite fresb, while Dono was thor
weghly blown, Bobly “Miller” knew his
basines, und would have been proud of his
yotmg mastor Tud be boon there toses. At
et Done, nenr'ly blind with blows and rage,
et e ranid efTort Lo destroy Ll ey

wuoceson he mannged

ot under Done's left eye, the lust deélivered
with such forve that it sent the uupy fellow
A0 where be lay w , Brent
gvar him with fists stll clinched,

o Inurming, it wemod, for a little more.
That was sixteen years ago. John Done,
Junor, waa now a ratber bulky young man,
writh a white flat face, very smull sunken
epes, a smile which sxpressed o narrow mind
fhafad with [fself, and unprépossessing
masmers.  His habits, oo, had not been the
and i was known in Kettlowell that he
o his aly way, s man of dissolute habits,
bad sow beent nbsant, off and on, for
four years; but when he returned
somin e happened to bear of Bophia Temple
mod ber little affair with Percival Brent. By
& curleas chance be had moet Brest in
Anutin's mpelf, and, although outwardly
wdwil 1o s, e romembered with a grodge
il ghrashing of years gons by ; for hisnature
wwms of that sort, where revange
s long and sullenly, ke fuel in a slow
“sambuation stove.  When hie came hane and
E ' U struck him
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l ¥, abe sald ublast, *T Lol aoeislt from
M yestiriday "

“Insdued, mammn, " Bophia repliad.  She blg
Lher lip, and e hid o smile, spirited arid cone
Sneptyons, with o dash of amusanent In i
“Arl what does Mre Dope want, manuusf™

“Blhm iy ber som bs s Jove with you."

“Dinlighatul, mamma '™ SBophis replled, now
with opess ssement on' ber fase Ho be
ba thrown hichandkerchiof at lusk  He may
plok it up again, mamma, aod put it o bis
pocket ™

“Xow, Bophin, don't talk in that M". in-
comsidernte wiy,™ the ol woman ssid,  “In
Al those onses wa should cotslder, dear, there
s notling like—"

“Tamthir, niammna ™ Sophia eried, merrily,
ratehing up hsr mother's old mocking phrase.
The bright Ovtober sunshine and soms whim

that morning.

“Very pleasant, dear,” the little mother re-
marked, shaking ber hoad soberly, Somehow
hor whole style of speech was relaxing in
energy; bee words ware pitebesd Jow: she did
uot speak with her former declsion. Presently
whe sabd:

“You must remember young Mr, Doan was
never in trade: and beside, Sophia, he will
sottle twenty thousand pounds on you!”

“Can't be had under forty, mamma ! Sophia
seemed resolved to treat the matter in this
Jocular way. 1t was plain that she realized
that she and ber mother had changed  posi-
tions; she wax virtually mistres now; thers
might be argument, but uo struggle of will.

“Sha'n't ery ‘cherry ripe’ under forty thom-
sand pounds, mammal®  And Bophia Tossad
har head and looksd sauey and engaging, and
cheap at double the money,

“Now listen to me, Sophin," her mother
sald, “You will never have such another
offer—{rom a mouey point of view,"

“Well, mamma, I will be serious,” Bophia
answerwd, suiting hor face to her worda, “1
woild not marry that man for anything he
could give me. Teo begin with, I know what
his Hife has boen"

“Now, my dear Sophia," her mother said,
with u deprecating gesture, “I will not hear
anything about his manner of life, The men
are all in fault in that way,”

{“One 1 know is not!" Bophia tenderly
thought, clasping ber darling's wmemory to
hor heart.)

“AN are in fault that way,” continued Mrs,
Temple, “Bome let us know it, others man-
age to hide it, Infact, sll are alike, And,
indeed, Sophia, better marry & man who, be-
fore marringe;, has—hns—seen the world,
than one who will make you unhappy after.
The wililer the bachelor, the steadier the hus-
band, so I often have found It."

"Wow you dom't mean it, mamma; youn
know you don't.,”

“1 do maan it, indeed, dear; and, besides,
whose faull is it if men ave wild! Ours, my
dear; onurs alone. We are so fond of con-
quest and impression that we never leave
them alone.  We get them into the habit of
mind, dear, Huve I not watched women!
More especially if a man is at all celehrated,
we long to make an impression,  All women
do. My desr Bophin, the greatest prude that
ever lived is ploased if sho hears that s cele-
brated man ndmires bher.  Be he mareied or
wingle, she will not care; she had rather bave
the teibute of admiration than not bave fr,
0, Bophin, woe are quite as much to blame as
the men, Weall like to bive themat our
foety 1 Nkl it my=elf, dear!"
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“When they are celebrated, dear, remark-
able, worth eatching, you know.”

“What 4 Mr. Done celebirated for!” Eophia
askad, seornfully.

“Money, dear. As good a thing as any
other, Home men are cotspieusus for fortune,
others Tor looks, others for talent, othiers for
family. Bub when nman is conspicuous for
nuvthing, women like to have his adiairation,
and that is bow balf the men are spoiled,
denr; we do it ourselves. Why, aven if a
man is consplouous for virtue, most of us
wotld Jike to bring bim to the gronnd—to
have him sigh for us only once; mul then wo
can toss our leads and be s good ud we
please.  Our vanity 15 gravifled.”

“Now, mamma" Sophin said, rather
shocked at this speech, and not knowing
whether hor mother was serious or not, but
resolved to troat it as jocular, “this is only
your merry way: do be serious.”

ST will, dear, if you will be serious; too,”

“There—I am serious now.”

"Very well, then, Try and make up your

mind to marry this young man.  Twenty
thousand pounds, Sophial”

“Mamma, flgures would not write the sum
that T would tarey him for.  He s o vulgar,
solfiuly, cdjous fillow, Marry lim{" Boplia
shiivered nd when some cno walks over our
grave,  “Call kim husband!™

She made a grimace which lier mother

could not have surpdsied, und which dlinchsd
the discussion.

“Very well, Sopby,” the okl womnn sihi,
| sinking back dn her srmehsle rathon wikrly,

byon st have your own way. Only re-

member; dear, when 1 nan gone, you had tha
| whanee of wealth and ease before 1 left you.™

The word alarmed Bophia afresh,  Bhe was
oortain now of what ber future would Te:
but she put on s bright face.

“Never mind, mamma, you are nob going
to leave me yut; and when you do, i all else
fails, Toean ww gloves af twopenss n pair;
but T will not marry & man the very thought
of whom makes my flesh creép,  Oh, mamma,
manyma,” Bophis cried, relapsing uto gayety
now that ber point was won, “for making you
diskike anoffer, there's nothiog like leather,”

CHAPTER IX.

IN WHICH SOPHIA'S EYES FILL WITH TEARS.

For some reason, which I cannot divioe,
Bophin treated the proposal of the leather
merchaat’s son as an affront. The matter
oozl cut—in Kettlewsll everything did oom
oub sooner or later; and to one or two inti-
mate friends who spoke to her ou the subject
Sophis exprosed herself with a sarcasm
which was, perhaps, not fair, and waa cer-
tainly pot prudent. Bome kind friend was at
the pains of telling young John Done in what
tarms of ridicule and contempt Sophia had
mentioned his name.  This gentleman in his
own parson doss not coma before us, and it is
enough to say that certain disclomres which
reschod poor Bophin's ears about this time
concernitg the conduet of Percival Brent in
Australin were indirectly communionted to

| hor by her Dnsolted sdmirer, who, ss hus

teen said, had met Bophin's lover  whan
abirond.

There resided in Ketthowell a widow of good
family and @oall fortuoe, by name Mrs
Hands; and Mra Hands, relishing the fat
Hving of the house of Dope, and the house of

of her own feelings had put her in good spirits |

not suzpectad, and everybody mid she wie
mch a good-diumored woman that i1 woa »
plemsurs oven fo ##e her. Which ahows,
reader, what can be dons with a beautiful sek
of tewth, nnd o smils and & jolly laugh dis- |
rrvetly itsorted in the talk now and then.

Mrs. Hands was to favorite with Mex Tom-
ple. That prudent woman, mindful of an
epeniy’s craft and malice, nevor sald what
she thought of the widow; but she knevw, and
the widow konew, In her way, Mrs Hands
fesred the superior and more solentific world-
ling, us was shinem by the contraction of her
smile and the reduction of hor ladghter when-
sver Mre, Temple was by, But Sophia liked
the widow il thought she had a good heark

One morning, nbout four months after the
Donp eplsods, Mre. Hands callod on Sophia;
an there was tobe seen on her facen re
markable solicitude and depression, so much,
that Hophis asked, after a little casual talk,
if anything had disturbed ber,

“Diisturbed me!” the widow exclahmed. “O,
Bophia, my heart is bleeding this morning!®

“For what™ Sophia asked *For anylbody
I know /™

“For yoursolf, dear girl Now I will nok
leeep you in susperse, s it pot true—1 know
it is true—that you are still in your heard
keoping up with the clergyman's son, Percival
Brunt!"

Sophia turned as white as death, Two or
thres strange whispers about Percival had
renched her ears from different quarters in
the last threo weeks,

“Have you auy news of him! Is heillf”
she askerd, nnd yet illness was not what she
feared,

“Sophin, dear girl," the widow said, re-
garding her with eyes that alsolutely moist-
ened—by what art or emotion I know not,
nor eould the widow have told herself—
“Percival Brent 18 a bad young man—un-
worthy of you—unworthy of your love,"

“What do you mean!” Sophin asked, draw-
ing hierself up with a kind of proud rebuks,
which yet hod a threéatening of toars in ita
very indignation. “Nothing bad can = true
of him."

SNothing good, Bophia,” the wihilow ra-
plied, shaking ber head religiously. "It is
sad for me to tell it to you, but it is my duty,
dear—and my privilege, too; for who would
see vou sacrificed to such a fellow?”

less resolute tona,

“In the first place, dear, be has nob been
suecossful in bl trade—business, whatever |
you call it He hns lost everything—or the
persan with whom he wus in partnership has
Iost sverything, or has died, or something un-
Iuoky auyhow—Brent Is nowhers at allin
monsy matters"

“That he carnot help,” Bophin said, and her
heart revived.

“Porbaps not, dear; but he could help being
idle, being fond of fast company, being fond
of drink—or, nt least, of being nt places where
people do drink—and all thatsort of thing,
This has been bis ruin, for ruined he is”

“T don't see much in what you eay," Bophin
replied. “Whenever o young man fuils in
life, people ars roady to blatge him, and ready
to say, ' What could you expeot! and all that.”

U¥er; but smoking, deav—lrinking—Ilust
socjety "

“Wall, he always smoked, and he always |
drank wine," Hophin answered hotly. *“I |
suppose onee he has taken a little too much,
and of course spiteful people say that he
drinks and bas ruined himself by it,”

Had sho really spoken ber whole mind she
would hnve said: “One offense he has never
committed—be has never been false to me;
and thieretore his peccadilices shall be for

iven”

“Sophin, Bophia!™ the widow oxclnimed,
“thene s more thit that,  How young you are
to think that such things ever go alone! Per-
vival ls—well, my dear, ho is not over pariies
ular about Lits morals, and that’s the long and
short of it!"

ATl me all yois know," Bophin exclaimod,
turning on bher visitor almost fAercely, nnd
with eyes that enforesd nn (nstantancous re-

'l
“You must not talk =o,” Bophia said, ina |

ly.
! ?.“."1,‘ then, my dear, ho has been untroe
to you"

“Married!" Bophin gasped, “to—to
Warred " |
“Never heard that name” replied the
widow,”  And be Is not married, but & great
deal worse, He ls wall known out thers for
his liking for fast women, and he has maio
quite s scandal of himself with an actress—
o married woman, 1 believe, only ber husband

is in England, Tam told.”

“How do you know all thisi” Sophin asked.
Har voice was searcely andible; for she was
now siro thnt her lover was fnlse.

#0ne of my Tittle birds tolil me,” the widow |
veplied, with o jountiness that sickened poor

essia |

Sophin, *Forget him, dear, Bo a girl of |
spivit.  Treat him ns be dessrves”

“How do you Jmow all this?' Sophin re
peated, puthing hee Land 6o but forehiogd and
speuking in n ot of getaine anguisls  #Tell
mib how yon know it

Well diar, I you must hear everything—
and perhaps i i better—loak here”

Tha widow drew from her mufl & news
paper, and opening it, polnted to a marked |
paragraph,  The paper was an Australinn
ong; find the paragraph, as will be soen, was
compossd with that engoging ease and light
ness of Louch which are characteristic of cer
tain coloninl journnis

“OAHRIAGE ACCIDEST I¥ THE SURURDS —
Yesterdny evening uns Porcival Brent was
driving Mrs. Lunigan to the thestre after a
pleacant lunch in the country, the horses 1an
away, probably baving bad tos much Moet
& Chandon—a beverage which, though It
never affects the driver, s wmetimes known
to hive an exciting effect on the steeds
After n wild career through the streets the
viehicle was turned over close by the theatre
and the occupants thrown into the street,
after which, lightened of théir load, the (ne-
briated animnls provesdad to drag the vehiclo
to smash with amazing celerity, Young Per-
cival gob a lieavy cut on the left temnple, but
M. Lanigan, marvelous to tall, came off
wholly uninjured. In spite of his blesding
brow Percival was an his feet again In s tio-
ment and, mindful of the poet's mdvice, he
went to Mrs. Lanigan's sidg, “to take her up
tenderly,” and “lift ber with care.” The nows
of the neclilent and fta bappy termination
soon Spresid in the Y@eatre, and when M
Lanigan appeared on the stage the bowse rang
with platdits. Nobody thought of poor Per-
cival, bis countenance being of value to him-
self only, while Mys. Lonigen's is dear to the
pubibie.”

“A word in your ear, dear," cried the
widow, when Sophin bad finished.

And e whispored something at which the

,poar girl's cheekt broks into n Qame.

“Now, Sophia,"” she said alowd, *bave I not
eonvineed youl”

I fec] o little tired,” Sophla angwered. “I
dow't kmow whit to think just yet. If you
will exeuse me, and look in another morning,
1 shnll be glad™

“Cortainly, love," the good bumored widow

all for the best. You will soon get a bus-
band.  Think of Mr, or, bettar
wtill, think of that excellont fellow,
John Dome.  He is dying !uryn:%ﬂ-; T am
sure of "

“Look in another day," Sophis exid me-
chanically ; and the widetw took herself off.

Foor

yoars! Oply to Jenrn thet ber lownr was &
rake—saiisfind and ploased with the raresaos
of @ Hght dame like M. Lanigsn—unworthy
of ber affoction, or the sffection of any trud
woman! Had thers besa mny excose for
him, even b It boun the blaming of herself,
gladly she woull lsve plonded it before har
own judgmient now, Had she been mnrriod
to him she might have dispppoiuted his ex-
pectation, and s driven him to other women
for pleasure. Had they even beun meseting
oeenglonally she might not have been wartn
snough, charming etough; twenty excissis
might have been trgéd on his behall. Now
the fault must bave been all his own.  Hle
bad kept her vow and had found the joy of
bor life in keeping it. If any doubt of him
had crept into her mind at times she had re-
buked it instantaneously. With her whole
soul, morning, noon and night, and with ah
almost religions punctuality, she had cher-
ished bis memory, encircling it with ber
warmest memories and her purest prayers.
And here hs was sxchanging her Jovas for the
favory of an eotress, who sold her smiles with
a8 quick an ove to proflt as a shopman sells
his wares. The downfall of Bophia's Lopes
was complets, The most reflned ingenuity
could not have discoverad a more perfect and
total form of torture.  Her whole life wis
turned into a wildernes. Her mather was
right. Better live for the world, better marry
for money, better lay hold of material com-
fort and the pleasuresof sense and fashion.
Thesn had no power to break and crush the
heart like lofty ideas refuted by reality, and
devoted hopes crushed by bard fuct. With
all these thoughts whirling through her brain
in a struggling crowd, Sophin stomd on, stony
and toarless, in the centar o Lae room, until
suddenly the door was thrown open, aond
Mis Temple's mald came fiying in with her
eap dsordersd and dismay in every fentar,

ome, misa! come quick!” she callad out”
“Come up stairs; missns is going on o queey!
0, don't lose aminute, mis, 1ot s minute!”

BOOK SIX.

LADY BEAUTY'S JOY,

CHAPTER L
1NF THMEPIECE OF ONE GAY LIFE HEGINS
10 STRIKE THE MIDNIGAT QUARTERS,

Bophin found her mother seated on the
edgn of the bed pale and exhaustad, bt with
nathing about her to aceount for b maid's
sudiden excitement;  The old woman passed
her hund feslly noross ber forehusd, teying,
it ssemed, to colleet har thoughts, and then
began to speal.

“Hova 1 boer aslesp! 1 must have boon
naleep! Whire is Jones! Dill 1 pot see her
here! O, Bopby, I have hod such wn edd
dream! [ thought there was o ball hore—in
this room, and yet my bed was hers too anid
Ilying on it, and between the dances a givl in
a blue dress, whose face 1 could not see, cuma
nmd st on the bediide, anil she bad a lover
with ber, and they were toving and kissing,
and then T called out something and nlter-
ward awoke. [ suppose I awoke. I had not
known T was nstoep, "

The waid s ubsequently told Fophia that,
#o for ns sho koew, hor mistress hind not beon
asleep at all; that all of asudden she began
to call out very lowd, as if she were séolding;
gnd that in the midst of a torrmt of words
she became deadly pale and seemed to faint
awny, Beeing this, the mald bad rushed off
for Sophia, and upen their retorn the old
woman was come to hersell, and sitting
down s Sophin lad fountd ber. The doctor
belng sent for, made the waisl Inguiries s
examitntions, and ordered his patient to bed
for m day or two, saying that she hal over-
taxed her steomgth; bmt when alone with
Sophin he told her that there had evidently
heon nn attack in the brain which might be
the forerunner of something very grave; or
might be only a symptom of weakness and
olil age.

“The Intter 1 think," he said as bo was
lenving; “your mother Is o very aged posson,
I should faney, and ler lnst decay has prob-
ably begun, How long she may live no one
can say; but she will not be the sama woman
again, und the rest of her life will be going

down hill, how fust or how slow depends on |

her congtitution and our eare,”

ST told you, Bophy, that I felt a Nttle
ghaken,” the old womnn sald, when her
daugliter tame back to lier bedside, “Don't
you remember what 1 sald about the peach

| treesi A little rost, Bophiy, will sob me up—a

little rest. I hove had n hard 1ife of it enjoy-
i myself; I don't feel tired of that in the
lenst, Lut avery one wants rest somelimes "
There followwl the contractionof life which
i# the sure tolen of sdvaneing oge, Old Mrs,
Temple got up Jate; she deldom drove ont,
andd then only st the sunnest howrs, and she
had nll throught tie day ber litthe delicacies—
turtle soup in tabildspoons, champhgne in tiny
ghiases, and all the wsand dainky forms of
nouristiment for wasting Hves. Bophin re

markad, however, that her mother was mora |

than ever solicitous aboub expense,

41 declare it b a sin o be eating this soup,”
shewoundd sny.  How much = this n quarti—
a guinea, I doresay. And as tosending to
Gunter's, Sophy, it is waste, sinful waste.
You would get it quite as good at the confec-
tioner's here.  Fancy if I went on with cham-
pagne nnd turtly at this rate for a yesr or
two, why, money would come to an end,
Sophy—money would come to au gl ”

Everything pointad in one dirsction: M
Temple was living oo capital; and she
dreadid the spperuching exbaustion of ber
means, Sophin tried to get some knowlaedge
of her affaims,

“Could oot T do that for you, mammn " she
asked one day, a8 the old wontan was fgur-
ing over hor bank book. r

“You, Bophy!? she answered, with a gleam
of ber former vivacity, “You, dear child!
you would not know which side iz which—
which s the mother and which the banker,"

“Lot Archibald belp you, thent™ Sophin re-
Joinel

“Archibald, indesd!” the old woman ex-
clatmad.  "That great man stooping to my
little bit of business would be lke a camel
trying to get through a needles eye. No,
thank yon”

Elswhera, too, some gleams of bLer old
spirit broke through the clouds of wealkness
aud illoess, but Sophis, watching ber nar-
rowly, thought the vivacity omly assumeds
Even now she fancted sho could discern n
look of degper care on the old wonmn's face
as she roturnsd to her calculations Noxt
day they drove to the bank, and feoble as
Mrs, Temple wan sho hsisted on going in
aloneg and she hald a interview with tho
manager. When she out shs showed
Bophis a raoll of notes

*Two bundred and fifty pounds, Sophy,”
she sald. T shall putitinmy drawer, and
if | am not able to get out agnin this winter
there will Le money enough to go on with
1 dom't wish anyome to go to thie bank about
my business again—mind that: and you need
ot pay any bills just ot presut.  Whot
mwhmn can take out of
t

All this was alarming to ®ophin. She was
not the girl to give way 8 covetoneness ot &

waa nothing to live for,  She had trisd oven
| after Mrs. Hunda' vislb to disteliove the ne
party wiich hsd sosmed so fatally suthent-
antwly it the vory next day Sibyl told hee

| thint she, too, kel beard from another quartzr

the mnost indiffersmt nocount of Fereival. At
this Sophin beenms hopéless, Tt way curious
thimt the duly person to whom she said any-
thing about ber troubls was Prendergast
Whatever had passs] at the time of hly pro-
posal had st up something like an ntinmey
between them: and on= day when he callad,
notiving that she looked pals, lie made seme
remark upon the trial har mother's illnes
must be

“It js not, mamma,” she replied; “that T
could bonr; but oh, I fel so weary aud sick!
I hnve heard suoh dreadful things about the
man I believed loved me. Have yon heard
anything! Ob. do you bellews it allf™

“T mm afraid Bront has forgotten himself"
Prondergnst replied gravely, and said no
more,

Meanwhile her alsters, with the above ex-
ception, maintained on the subject an omin-
ong and dreary silencs; and lier mother,
whom she carefully kept in ignorance of the
reports, never mentioned Percival's nnme,
B0 poor Sophin, with her broken hopes, went
her dull round from day to day, nursing her
mother and communing with her own sl
hoart, and there was not ono ray of cheerful-
nows in her life. She grew pale and worn;
amd though she tried to be cheerful, every
one conld soo that care wns enting her spirit
nnd strength uway, Certainly the constrast
of her appearancs with that of Caroling or
evert with that of Bibyl, whs a warning
ngninst living for an jdea in this worldly
world. The other sisters might not indeed
lwve grnsped the whole substance—in this
Hfe who does?  But Sephin's very shadow
bod vanished away, and she was quite alone,
and destitute not only of pleasure but of illu-
sion, too

CHAPTER IL
TEMPLE DELIVERS A FAREWELL EER-
MOX ON LIFE
Winter  darkensl on apace, and while
the olil woman’® health more visibly de

MNR,

From occasiomal wmarks that she let fall, it
seomed that Mra: Temple was willfully main-
taining this delusion of returning strength,
with an underourrent of conviction that she
was to dis after all. Butto Sophinshe always
spol an if hor eeeovery wire a certainty
and she even said one day: “Noxt year [
shall go to Pavis and the year alter that to
Vienna,"

“Mamins,” Sophin sald serionsly, when she
henrd thiy extraordinary speech, “next year!
snd the year after that! Does it never strike
you how uncertain 1ife 5

SOf cotime life is uncertain,” the old woman
replind briskly. “1 never knew the time
whon it was anything else, Bul we must
maoka our arrangements, ond  then take our
chanee, Yon were taught to dance when
you wors saven yeprs olid, although you wonld
not vedqiilbe it fop nine years more, and Jife
was i fneortnin {hen as now, Sl it would
nevier have (done not to have taught you to
danee.”

Yo, but when one is weak and glek thesls
things wem Lo come pearer, don't they,
mamia !’ Sophin said with the greatést ten-
derness.

“Seem tg eome, Sophy! They do come
nearer, 1 Wish thev did not,  But that §s no
reason why we should bring them nearer stil)
by our own reflections and guesses”

“But, mammn,” Bophia said, now resolved
to press the matter, “ought we not at such
times to think n little about the other world,
andd prapare for {67

“Prepare Tor the other world!” the old
wonin exclnlmed, impationtly, *Tell me,
how shall we do it? You talk as it one eould
mnke veady for the otber world lke a fower
show or i ball. T don't Enow anything abont
tha otheér world. I hope everything will ba
right, Lyt thire is pothing T ean do"

“Hee a clergyman, mamma,” SBophin saiil,
growing Hmid before ker mother's unwayer-
ing bardnesss.  “Boe Mr, Knox. He s very
kind, I am sure, and not the sort of man to
excite you"

“Vory well, Bophy,” ber mother retorted,
getting a Jittle fAlushed with excitoment, Lt
speaking with sarcastic self-reprossion.  “Tat
us suppose Mo Knox comes to soe me. T ean
tedl you whatowill happen,  He will have o
binck book with him, which at flrst he will
try to kedp ot of sight, pod B will adge it
Iiito vidw ne he Is talkeing nliout the wenthber,
That will bo n sigonl o meof what {5 come
fnge.  Then b will begin by saying that this
is s worlil full of pain and eare and trouble,”
| She Hit off the clergyman’s volod pxactly,
but moee, it seemed, frome her old habiy of
ridicule than from any present wish to he
flippant.  “If 1 say what 1 think, I shall
answer, ‘Not a bit of ity itis n cory, bright
workl enough, and I never complaibed of it
Then he will go on and talk alione loving the
work “Well," I oughtto say, 'Tdo love it
| and never more (than now when Iam shug

ot from ' Yes! e will say, ‘but

people ought to Lo serions’ ‘Beriotis!'

I shall miswer. 'Bellove me, the per-

son who prodnces one hearty laugh fram

another does goord in the world,  Berfous, in.

deed! give me round faces, not long ones.’
| Won't this be improving talk, Bophy, and do
good to me and good to Mr, Knox! Then he
will talk about sicknes Leing o blessing, and
i I give him my mind T sball say that siok-
noss iwone of the few things I know which ls
an unmitigated bother and perploxity. Won't
that make Knox whistlel He will feel he
pust put me down; and next le will say we
are all sinpers. What then? If I say the
truth I shall ansewer: ‘I don's sea it T have
doge my best In lfe, T Eave nob besn n lar,
or i thief, or cruel,  Enjoyment catne to ma
and T took it, and what a fool T should have
been i T had not taken it! But I bave tried
to be a good mother and a kind friend, and
though T don't mean to sny that I have not
often been in fault lke other people, still T
have never dome anything to make a fuss
sbont. The Almighty won't judge us for
mistakes and littls slips of temper—that I am
quite sure of. I have always gone to ohurch
when Loould, and if thiere isany better way
to heaven than that I don't kenow ity nor any-
body else.” So ploase, Sophy, don't huve Mr,
Knox here either I say what Ido think snd
shocek him, or T say what I don't think, which
Is ot likely to do uny good to anybody."

“But, mmnma," Bophis went on, “do you
never foel s if you wanted sometling bettar
than thix world! It Ik very happy and all
that while It lngts; but do you never wish for
another(” ; :

“Nuver, Bophin!” hae mother roplisd, now
with distinet harshsess in her voice,  *I have
told yoit & hundred times. T am satisfigd
with the world, and with ether people, and
with myself. 1 tell yon I find only one fauls
with the world—I want it to lnst, and it
won't." N

This reply wae delivered in a way that
Anally cless] the conversation, sml Sophia
never darsd again allude to the siljeet,

Dyocember drew to ity close, and she raw
that her mother was more anil moe deolining
in stréngth, and that even ber insatlable ap.
pefite for the world ftsolf was
Bhe no longer eared to hear tho talk of the
d‘?:m:f&-r R%'llﬂnved M Post would The

¥ unopened. Tittle
whiduhauu{i to take with the sagermess
one who Is determined to overcome filness,
were now languidly put aside to another
hour.  Bha alopt more fraquently, and every-
thing showed ?}.W that sho wos quikting

L1

clitind, Bophia was pained to finid that she |
would not allow the iden of death to near her. |

[:hn sagn of ths world, whees, & popuiars
| wtress indeed, sbe had so long and 50 bt
iantly figurad.

CHAPTER IIL
BOFHLA [AS THEEE COUNSELOBE

Nor wae pour Bophis Joft alone with lse
wirow. Wehtve all friends i this world—
wnme who wish us well, and somi who wishus
tothing of the kind, T wishers and wall
wislisrs sometiimes are equals fn making us
weisy.  And thus |twes with Sophia, for
while she wad shut up with her mother in the
itk house various persans found opportunity
o disturb her with counsel or warning.  The
indefatignble Mrs. Hands, who had fully
made np her mind that the yoting woman
muat and shonld marry young John Dons,

qod to work ber way into the bouse
svoral times.  Sophin now feared and hated
the witdow in equal parts, although she could
not deny that, in tulling ber the truth aboub
Puroival, she had peted the part of » friend.

“My dear Bophia" this energetic dams
said, M1 henr thint Brent j4 coming Do
Lankrupt, they say: churpitee and cash
gone! 1 should Hke to & you comiord
settled befors that time, and in a position
tregt hitn is he deserves, Now, whils yo
mather is atill living, and able to be o
forted, sattle yonrself, Bophis, sttls yor
self. My dear, I Know one young man,
Ionst, who wonld b at your fept in an hou
after the time § tolil him there was a hopo
that you woulil change your mind and say
tyew”  Thknow the young mon™

“Thank yon,” Soplin replied, hastily.
Hor cheoks were on firo at the bure dea of
sealng Toriival again. I chall stay with
mamma to the lasty and [am not golug to
HIAFTY any one™

“Cartalnly not a man who has treated ‘you
bdly,” the widow said, rsolved to pldge
Bophin to thls much, ot least.

“I am not going to marry anybody," Sophia
repeated, tartly.

She bad nuother counselor.  Egerton, hav-
ing hisard that Percival was returning, ven-
tured to advise Bophia on the wholn sub-
juot,

“It i3 not bis being n lttle wild, Bophia,
that 1 would s0 much object to," he sald
“We e all that sometimes. T mean sl
young fellows, woi girls, though I sald ‘we.'
T hadd what we call an affalr with Mids Joha-
son at that glove shop mysalf many
ngo, nnd it went so for that once or twie)
weore on the point of going out walking .

what T mean, Bophia; but it was the tima for
the equinoctinl gales, und the wenther gab
unsettled and that stopped it; and then I gob
cngoged to Caroline, and she was such o tre
mondously fino girl that she steadind me, 1
don't want to And fault with Percival Breng,
who is not half a bad fellow, T think B
yon are not the woman for him, SBoplin, that
Is where it ls—you are nob the woman i
him, In every case u woman ought to e
the woman for a man, A man of Percivd's
sart ought to be engaged to & womnn with 8
swhip in ler hnnd.  Some of us—I mean e
follows with ‘go'—want to be Influsnced, md
things to be brought to hear on us, and ¥e
wnnt forvible fomining character about as,
and the rest of it, and in such cases thom s
nothing like n womnn with a whip inher
B, ,

More =olemn and weighty words werand-
dressed to the voor heart-sick girl, Goldnor
nn gooner hesnd that Percival wos coning
back than he Leese sincerely alarmed for
Nophia's future,

“ tremble for that gir,” he snid to his vifs
ane morning, “kind, impresible, sirtiuous as
{ she fs. 1 wish she would secept Prender-
gnst, who is ns mech fn love with her ng evir,
anid to whom fortune will make no diffor,
I foar—1 vory greatly fear—that 8ophia v
be vary poor ot her mother's death. Evory-
thing points that way. But she is the sweet-
est of girls,” ho added in tones of solemn np-
proval; “she is a sistor you may well ba
proud of, anid she shall nover wanit o brothie
while I live, Nilyl.  She slinll live here If she
will make this houss her home,

ST om't know that Bophy would card to liva
hers,” Bibyl answersd cortly,  “Shoe is fanel-
ful and quixotic. Perhaps she will marry
Percival Brent after all.”

“Not after his improper bebavior,” Gold-
more remarked, with the solemn morality of
a Great Briton.

Bibyl laughed n little. “Women forgive
that somuetines,” sho sald,

Accordingly Goldmore, in fonr’ of some-
thing which Lo could nob quite define to him-
wlf, resolved to give Bophia the benefit of his
oxperience of life,  His kindness and his good
| Intentions were undonbted, and hls words

were those of & man who “knows "
| “Don't e deceived by that soft forgiving

heart of yours Into mnrrying a profligates,
| Bophin,™ be said. *A young man may full
| Into mony cerors and vome ont of them, and
be ns gom! ny evor, buk a profligate never e
turms to the state of his youth. He may seom,
reapectable, but L Is never truly restogrs

| negs abiowt bim, and ho may any hour v
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gether, and all that.sart of thing—you know'*..
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| He has lost that which be con never rg'¥ ‘_j'
There will nlways be & hardness and s *PJ 5
ol %
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into evil ways, Such men make a protefis:
of reforming when they want to marry, and
perbhaps even believo themsnlves reformed
but, Sophia, a profligate can no more reforn
and Lo what ones he was than o man who
hind lost'an eye con see again as perfectly as
when be hnd two,  Be firm, Bophia! Be trys
to yourssll, Hear nothing the young man
ayn”
Poor Bophin began to ory.

dear girl," Goldmore continued, Mking har
hand. I admire a young woman who loves
a man and will make a sacrifice for him; and
I may take the liberty of assuring yon,
*Sophia (30 great is my interest in you), that
I had resolved, hind the young man beoen hon-
orable, that no little difficulty of a pecuninry
kind should bave stood in your way. But
now, Bophia," Ooldmore said, with all the
magnate upon bim ones more, “1 must inter-
fere in quite another sort of way,"
| Late that night, when weary Sophin stols
| back to her mother's room, she found (bdnrk,
for the lamp had gone out,
“Are you awake, mammai®
ils that you, Sophis!” the old woman
answered, in & elear and singularly collacted
volee,  “That girl in bluo s here agnin; ged
soe."” ‘1'
“What, mammal Wherel" :

1.

voung fellow with hier. They have been dane-
ing, and came bere afterward, They bavs
not spoken to me, not a word. Only they sis
there kissing and laughing. T don't object ta
langhing o kissing either; only they should
not chooss this place, where o many peopls
are passing up and down, But, Lond! how
young people will go on|"

Time after time during sveral days the
old woman would fmegine that the bedroom
was 6 baliroom, and that the girl in blus and
her Jover were sitting at hor bed's end, Rirt-
ing and nisbebaving themmlves in 4 way
which tioklil the ohl womnng for aba oftan
Inughed aloud, mnd sakd over and over again;
=“Lord! how young peopls will Lo onl"”

At Inst, om Christmos ove, Boghin was st
g besido hee, and sk~ woks all o8 oncudan
Jow, penetrating wilper:

“Bophy, 1 kntw who that gl b now.”

"Who, mammaf® o)

we used tocall him, he was so th "

S
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“Hore, at the end of the bed, :md'thl! =

“T am not saying this thonghtlessly, my -
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